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upheld by timbers, with only a thin vein of coal run-
ning through the rock. Girvan began telling off the
miner. He pointed to a jagged piece of rock above our
heads, that looked like the rest to me, and said, " If you
ever leave a piece like that again, 111 put you back as
a common labourer." The miner said, " Yes, sir/' Gir-
van said, " No, get it down right now! You don't want
it to kill your helpers."

Then we watched that one little man with a crow-
bar prying at a piece of subterranean mountain, almost
over his own head. We stood back. He knew what he
was doing. It came loose and down with an ungodly
rumbling crash, but clear of him, and he smiled. We
went on.

After a while we came to a tunnel shooting deeper
down, and there were telephoning and signalling, as it
used to be in the trenches between attacks, and some
empties came roaring up for us, and we roared down in
them, 'way down, to the end of a shaft where a Polish
miner and two helpers were going through mostly rock
with only a thin vein of coal, timbering as they went
The air here was heavy and thick with coal-dust. The
Pole here was a company miner. He made more money,
they told me, than any contract miner; yet he and his
two helpers loaded maybe only half a car a day.   It
would cost the company thirty dollars a ton. It was in-
cidental to driving the tunnel half a mile through the
rock at that point to connect up with other parts of the
labyrinth. I watched the miner. It was expert, dan-
gerous, big-league work. They had to keep timbering,
propping, fighting, and holding every inch they gained.
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